The T ragedy ^Hamlet 
King. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Qphe. Pray lets haue no words of this,but when they askeyoa 
what itmeane$,fay you this. 

To morrow is S. Valentines day. Song. 

All in the morning becime, 

And I a inayd at yout window 
To be your Valentine. 

Then vp he ro^and dond hiscIofe,and dupt the chamber doore, , 
Let in the maide,that out a maide,neuer departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia. 

Ophe . Indeed without an oath lie make an end on*t. 

By gis and by Saint charity, 
alacke and fic tor fbame. 

Young men will doo’t if they come toot, 
by Locke they are too blame# 

Qjoth fhe,beforc you tumbled me,you promifd me to wed, 

(He anfwcrs ) So fhould I a done by yonder funne 
And thou hadfl not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath flic beene thus? 

Oph. I hope all will be well, we muft be patient, but I cannot chufe 
but weepe to thinke they would lay him i’th cold ground my bro- 
ther fhall know of it, andfolthankeyou for your good coqnfaile. 
Come my Coach, God night Ladies, God night# 

Sweet Laides' God nighr,God night. 

King . Follow her elofc,giue her good watch I pray you. 

O this is the poyfon of deepe griefe, it fprings all from her .Fathers 
death, and now behold,0 Gertrard.Gertrard , 

When forrowes come, they come not Angle fpies. 

But in battalians : firft her Father flnine. 

Next, your fonne gone,and he moft violent Author 
Ofhis owne iuft remouc,the people muddied 
Thick and vnwholcfome in thoughts,and whi(per6 
For good P oloniut death :and we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to inter him: poorc Ophelia 
Deuided from herfelfe,and her faire iudgement. 

Without the which we arc pnftures,or meere beafts, 

Laft,and as much contayning as all thefc. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, 

Feeds on this wonder,keepcs himfelfc in clowdes, . 


Prince ofDenntArke* 

And wants not buzzers to infed his care 
With peftilent fpeeches ofhis fathers death. 

Wherein neceffity of matter beggerd. 

Will nothing flick our perfon to arraigne 

In earc and eare : O my deare Gertrard , this 

Like to a murdring-pee cc in many places 

Ciues me fuperfluous death. %A noyfe within* 

Enter a mejfenger # 

King, Attend, where arc my Sw ifler$,Jet them guard the doore. 
What is the matter? 

Mejfen. S aue your fclfe my Lord. 

TbeOcean ouer-pecring ofhis lift. 

Hates not the flats with more impetuous haft 
Then young Laertes in a notous head 
Ore-beares your Officers : the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begiryie. 

Antiquity forgot, cuftomc not knowne. 

The racifiers and props of cuery word. 

The cry choole we , Laertes fhall be King, 

Caps, hands and tongues appiau’d it to the clouds, 

Laertes fhall be King, Laertes King# 

Que. How cheecef ully on the falfe traile they cry. A neife within. 
0 this is counter, you falfe Danifh dogger. 

Enter Laertes with others. 

King. The doores are broke. 

Lacr. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 

*AIL No lets come in. 

Laer. Ipray you giue meclcaue. 

\All. W e will, we will. 

^ I thankeyou : keepe the doore, O thou vile ATing, 

® ue me my father. 

QHf** Calmely good Laertes. 

Latr . That drop ofblood thats calme proclaimes meBaftard, 
p r,es ^^kold to my father, brands the Harlot 

Jen heere betweenc the chart vnlinerchcd browe 
Uf my truemothor. 


What is thsc*\\fc Laertes 
at rebellion lookes fo Giant-like e 


L. 
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